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increased. Mr. Wren saw the curtain pressed back
an inch or two and some one look out. He could not
see who it was, but as he looked his heart began to
beat rapidly. He felt his cheeks burn, his restless-
ness increase. Some one, sinister, foul, was standing
behind the curtain, some one possessed with an
appalling influence for evil.

Mr. Wren wondered if this sordid kind of feeling,
this animal excitement, was peculiar to theatres. He
had never been in a theatre before. He had seen two
plays, The Sign of the Cross and Little Lord Eaunt-
leruy. Both had been produced in a town hall. He
had gone to see the first-mentioned play because it had
received the approbation of Mr. Gladstone, and he had
seen Little Lord Fauntleruy because he had given away
several copies of the book as Sunday-school prizes.

" Excuse me," said Mr. Wren, turning to the girl
on his left, "is this feverish excitement usual in a
theatre ? ??

{e Lord, no! When Pavlova and Nijinsky and
Mordkin were in London they made fcheir audiences
wildly excited, and so did G-aby and the Sicilian
players, but it was nothing like this, nothing like it
at all. When Pandova comes on I feel as if I have
just drunk a bottle of champagne. Merry and bright,
glad eye, you know, and all that sort of thing !"

"Anything else?^ inquired Mr. Wren nervously.
t{ Don7! you feel now, at this moment, that something
horrible is about to happen ? ??